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Take That Step 
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Don't be afraid to lose your way 
Take that step don't hesitate 


Your time is now, uh-huh. 


The simple truth of the matter is Jon Bon Jovi was tired. That's the whole thing in a nutshell. The truth, the 
whole truth, and nothing but the truth. He was tired. T-I-R-E-D. Fuckin’ tired 


Closing his eyes, Jon rested his head against the wall behind him and wondered again when it had all become 
such a chore. Just one more weary turn of the hamster wheel that was his life. He sighed deeply, telling 
himself that he only needed enough energy to take the first step toward the bright lights awaiting him. He 
knew, from too much personal experience lately, that the ones that followed wouldn't require as much effort. 


The second, a third.. One foot in front of the other, he would eventually reach the stage. 


It was a small stage. Much smaller than many he's seen. In front of it, the group of people currently mingling 
around, occasionally casting expectant glances toward the wings, hardly merited the name "crowd". Not when 
compared to most of the audiences he'd performed in front of over the years. Really just a couple hundred or 


so of his closest.fans. 
They're fans, he reminded himself, not friends 


In that moment, Jon wasn’t sure he had many friends left. It seemed that the only people who sought him out 
these days were those who wanted a piece of him for one reason or another. Business associates, political 
candidates, reporters, employees and, of course, the fans. And most of the fans, nowadays, fell into one of two 
categories - the sycophants who think he can do no wrong, or the disgruntled "diehards" who think he hasn't 
done anything right since These Days. Or Keep the Faith Or whatever the hell other high-water mark they 
deemed to be the standard against which every other effort had to be judged. 


There's a third group, true; but Jon wasn't sure he could call them fans anymore. They used to be, yeah; but 
now the "Dark Siders", as they used to call themselves, all seemed to despise him and want nothing more than 


for him to simply disappear. 
What the hell happened? When had he become the Lone fuckin’ Ranger? 


Well, Kemo-sabe, that would probably be the day that Tonto walked out. Rode his steel horse right the fuck off 


the reservation, into the sunset, and never looked back. 
Bastard 


On most days Jon knew it wasn't that simple, of course. It had all started long before that day in Calgary, but, 
as usual, that was the first thing that popped into his mind. And tonight he was just too plain worn out to 
unearth a fuck to give about it. So he settled for the easy answer. After all, it's always easier to blame 


someone else than it is to shoulder your own share of responsibility in creating a clusterfuck 
Yeah.. and you been hangin’ around politicians waaayyyy foo much, man! 
Jon smirked as he shook his head, then pushed himself away from the wall and straightened his shoulders. He 


took the first step, and sure enough, by the time he reached the stage, the million-dollar smile was firmly in 


place. The fans would never have a clue about how weary of it all Jon had truly become. 


Dont be afraid to scrape your knees 
On these streets of shattered dreams 
Stand up and be proud, uh-huh, 


Im felling you now, yeah 


Jon knew it would be one of the first questions asked during the Q€A, so he had already prepped a response. 


"The record's done. The record is just being mixed now. I'm ecstatic with it. Y'know, if for nothing else, out of 
pain come great songs. And l'm really, really, really, really happy with the record. | think we've got a fantastic 
representation of who we are at this time. So the intention, y'know, is to get it out this fall, um, sooner than 
later, because it's been sitting, y'know, on my computer forever.. But we're really pleased with it. And then the 
hope is that we go out early next year. That's the hope." 


Hey! That was a period at the end of that sentence, dumb ass. What? You forgot that means Stop talking.. °? 


Cause your lps are still moving. 


"That's the hope. February-ISH, right now. Don't hold me to it. | don't want to read it on the internet: Jon said 
February. | think it just depends on everybody's... 


Yeah.. Shoulda edited right there! How you gonna get yourself outta THS one, motor-mouth? 
"Um... health and well-being at that time. Y'know?" 


Okay.. ‘health’ is good and unpredictable; and throwing in well-being’ doesn’t hurt. Now finish it - before you get in 
any deeper.. No, no, no! BEFORE you get n.. 


"But yeah, the record's fantastic and it's still definitely called This House is Not for Sale. And its definitely.. " 


Ah geez, man; definitely WHAT? Definitely gonna be a SURPRISE? Not if you keep talking, it aint. Nothing will be.. 
ust what part of ‘finish it didn’t you understand? 


"l-Im really proud of it. Its all about our integrity, and ...| read an article today.. Somebody, like some hit- 
maker, and they were like, ‘nobody listens to the lyrics anyway! | was like Fuck you, man, I'm working hard on 
this shit! But anyway...” 

Cold key change - brillant.. but can we move the fuck on now? 


“Alright... next question" 


God, | hate Q£As 


Afraid to Fall 
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Climb every mountain 
How high doesn't matter 
Dont ever be afraid to fall 
Walk out on that wire 
Climb every ladder 
Keep your back against the wall 


In his dressing room after the photo-op, Jon finally let himself relax. The rest of the show had gone off 
without a hitch. Even the questions got easier, since the subjects weren't as touchy, or as uncertain, as 
everything surrounding the new album was. Well, the new album and the tour. And the band's future. And 
everything else that reminded him that there might stil be half a fuckin’ stage to his right that Phil-X would 
never come close to filling. Or that there would be an empty seat beside him on the plane tonight that his 
carry-on sure as hell wouldn't come close to filling. That there was just this big fuckin’ hole in his - in his /fe 
- that.. 


Shit 
Jon took a deep breath and exhaled slowly, smothering a sigh. Sipping his wine, he very deliberately re- 


channeled his thoughts. He remembered Oprah telling him once that the best way she knew to escape from 
troublesome thoughts was to think about things she was grateful for. He could do that. He had a lot to be 


thankful for. Didn't he? Of course, he did. He was grateful the band was still together.. sorta It had been a 
long, hard climb; but they were still King of the Mountain, right? Despite the bump in the road Bumps. Multiple 
bumps. There had been many bumps in the road over the years; this was just one more. He shook his head as 
if that would help him shake off the reminder that this current bump had always been there to help him over 
all the other bumps. Then he forced himself to re-focus on tonight. Tonight, he was grateful for.. his voice. As 
unreliable as it could sometimes be lately, tonight he could be grateful that his voice had made it through all 
the songs, even if his heart had almost failed him a couple of times. But that was only because some songs 


were just harder to sing than others, especially when he remembered why he wrote.. 
Nope! Not goin’ there. You were changing directions, remember? 


Even the Q€A hadn't been so bad after the "album" question, right? He should be grateful that nobody asked 
why a new guitarist hadn't been hired yet or how the hell they could have decided on a new direction for a 


fuckin’ rock band without a new guitarist on board. 


It never ceased to amaze him how you could sell just about anything to people if they wanted to believe you. 
Not that he intentionally lied - at least not just for the hell of it, anyway. He didn't fry to fool people. Some 
things were just.. difficult. To explain. To understand. Hell, he had trouble understanding it himself most days. 
How was he supposed to talk intelligently about a new release or tour when he didn't even know if.. when he 


doesn't know who's going to be in the band by that time? 


He just wanted things to get back to normal. A new normal, where there aren't all these big fuckin’ holes in his 


life. 


But he didn't know if that was going to happen Ever. And he wouldnt know, for sure, until the other dumb-ass 
- that one on the Left Coast - gets over his pissy spell and makes up his fuckin’ mind to get his ass back 
where it belongs. Which is here, dammit, filling all the emptiness. 


| hate not knowing shit 


Jon had always hated the unknown. Not what might exist or what might happen in the unknown. Just the 
unknown itself. The not knowing. He had never liked not knowing things; but he had never feared it. There had 


been no reason to, because.. well, there was just no reason to. Period. 
And when its time to face the fight with just my shadow at my side.. 


But that was the problem, wasn't it? His shadow wasnt by his side. Jon blinked away the sudden sting in his 
eyes as his vision blurred. It shouldn't make a difference, dammit! A shadow isn't real It's nothing but the 
absence of light. It can't really protect you or break your fall. A shadow can't cushion you if you hit the 


ground; or hold the world at bay when it all starts crashing in around you. 


The tuck it cant My shadow could My shadow did all that shit and could do it again. If he were here.. and if Id let 
him. 


Wondering how he would ever manage to move forward without his shadow at his side, if it turned out that he 
had to, Jon felt the first tremor of anxiety. At least, it was the first that he had allowed himself to 
acknowledge, since that moment when he had finally faced the fact that Richie truly wasn't going to be in 
Calgary, two - no three - shit, THREE fuckin’ years ago. 


It scared the bejeezus out of him. 


So, Jon did what Jon had always done in situations that scared the piss out of him. He went into fight mode. He 
stiffened his spine, narrowed his eyes, put that chip on his shoulder where it belonged, and stepped into the 


ring. Because any outcome would be better than being.. uncertain 


Uncertain, yeah, that's it. Uncertain.. because there's no way in hell that Jon Bon Jovi was scared shitless. Fuck 


that to hell and back! 


He would call Sambora himself. Fuck Azoff and fuck Doc. Jon knew that he knew Richie Sambora better than 
either one of those clowns ever would. Better than anybody. He didn't need a fucking intermediary. He would call 
the bastard tomorrow. And tell him to make up his feeble fuckin’ mind and get on with it, or else. Just lay all 
the cards on the table.. tell him that his time was up. 


Right. Because that ultimatum thing worked out so well for you the last time. Didnt it, Bonehead? 


Alright, so maybe an ultimatum wasn’t the answer. But he could still call Sambora and find out what the hold- 


up is. What the fuck he's holding out for. He could do that much. 


Except Jon was pretty sure he knew what the answer would be. And he knew that he would be the one faced 
with an ultimatum this time around. Jon also knew that it could well be something that, even now, he wouldn't 


be willing to risk. 
| hate knowing shit. 


The one thing Jon didn’t know - which was probably the only reason he hadn't made the call and forced that 


conversation before now - was the answer to a question he couldn't even bring himself to ask. 


What would happen if he couldn't do it? What was going to happen if he couldn't meet Richie's demands? If Jon 
couldn't give the man what he wanted? 


The long-delayed tremor of anxiety, which only moments before had been no more noticeable than the soft 
flutter of a butterfly's wings, was growing stronger by the second. It was no longer restricted to a small 
chamber somewhere inside his chest, either. When Jon realized that his hands - fuck, even his thighs - were 
trembling, and his stomach was churning, he forced himself to focus on nothing except breathing deeply until 
the queasiness passed and the trembling stopped 


hhale, two, three, four. Hold, two, three, four. Exhale, two, three, four. Rest, two, three, four. Inhale, two, three.. 


And dont be scared to hit the ground 


‘Cause we all fall down 


After firmly redirecting his mind to a more serene place, Jon was surprised when his thoughts settled on a 
memory of one of the few times he had been around to accompany Dorothea to a karate competition. He 
smiled as he remembered how he had been so proud of her and just beyond amazed at the way she had 
moved so confidently and skillfully - so fuckin’ gracefully - as, one by one, she had obliterated each opponent. 


Right up until she was dropped by a roundhouse kick. 


Jon had vaulted up from his seat at the same time his wife's lithe frame slammed against the mat with back- 
breaking force. In his mind, even now, he could hear her sharp cry over the resounding thud that echoed 
through the arena when she hit. Before the haze of his anger towards the asshole who flattened her had 
cleared enough for Jon to start moving in their direction, however, Dot had arched her back and, while he 


watched in stunned admiration, she bounced back to her feet, facing her opponent once more. 
She won the match - and the National Championship in her division - with that comeback. 


Later that evening, while they were relaxing after the celebration, Jon's mind had returned to the horrifying 
moment when he was sure that Dot's spine could only be a jumbled mass of separated vertebrae, and he asked 


her, "How the fuck do you do that?" 
"Do what?" she asked, as she settled on the couch beside him. 


"Set yourself up like that, man. Aren't you afraid that one day you might not get up after somebody puts you 
down like that?" 


Dorothea considered the question for a long moment before explaining to him that one of the first things she 
had learned in training was how to take a fall. But that had been the easy part. It was physical, pure technique. 
The real lesson had been much more difficult and would only be mastered through experience, when she came 


to understand the importance of remaining centered and shutting out all distractions. 


‘Fear is a distraction," she had told Jon. "So being afraid isn't an option. The trick is to stay present, y'know, 
present in the moment. You can't let yourself think, beforehand, about how much it might hurt to get 
punched; or let yourself imagine the possibility of taking a fall and not getting back up. Otherwise, you'd 
probably never try. And affer you fall, if you let the pain of hitting the ground distract you from your 


ultimate goal - whether it's defending yourself or winning a competition - you're probably gonna lose anyway." 


God, | love my wife. 


Jon slowly nodded to himself. Then picking up his bag, he notified security that he was ready to head to the 


airport. He had places to go and people to see. 
And a phone call to make. 


Down on your luck youre feeling small 
The litte things seem 10 feet fall 


You watch as your dreams fall apart at the seams. 


As Jon settled back in his seat for the flight home, he could hear some of the guys chatting quietly in the 
lounge towards the back of the cabin, probably setting up a card game or something, to pass the time. Bobby, 
sitting in the seat across from him, had already stowed his gear and laid his head back on the seat rest. Jon 
knew that if he wasn't already asleep, he would be by the time the plane took off. Fucker would sleep standing 
up if he stayed in one place more than five minutes. 


Lorenza had taken a seat in the back corner and was tapping away on her phone while her laptop booted up - 


probably tweeting or posting pictures on Insta-whatever or telling everybody about the show on her Facebook 
page. 


Jon just didn't get that shit. Way too much to keep up with. He had enough trouble keeping up with what he 
had said in the last interview or phone call to worry about trying to say everything just right on some social 
media page - and then having that misquoted. Although he had to admit that there were times he had wished 
that he did have a hard copy of what he had said; just so he could prove that he hadn't said what some gizmo 
with Page Six or the NYDN reported. 


Dumb fucks. What ever happened to real journalism? Did they even teach that shit anymore? Or did 
everybody just grab a laptop, go to the nearest coffee shop that had free Wi-Fi, order a latte, and start 
making shit up? Even that probably gave them too much credit. It was much more likely that they just 
searched the internet to find what some other dipstick had written, then misquoted him 


Jon rolled his eyes and decided that was probably the very thing that had caused him to go off-script in the 
QEA tonight. Everywhere he went, people wanted to know what was causing the delay in the release of the 
album. He'd lost count of the number of times someone had said to him or one of his staff, "| read on blah, 
blah, blah that Jon said it was scheduled for a March release." Well, Jon was pretty sure that Jon had said no 
such thing. Certain enough, at one point, that he'd sent his assistant on a wild Google chase to see if he had 


actually said those words, by mistake, at some time or another. 
Nothing had turned up yet. 


Jon found himself in hot water often enough for things he did say, dammit. He didn't need anybody adding fuel 


to the fire. Like they did after Calgary - all the way through to the very fuckin’ end of the BWC tour. As with 
any tour, his staff had monitored the more prominent fan boards and sent him daily reports summarizing the 
things that were being said. So, he knew just how badly the things he said were being misquoted. Then, to make 
matters worse, they were further misconstrued by the fans who believed all the bullshit and came to their 


own widely differing conclusions about everything. 


Assuming that the same was true of what was being reported from Richie's camp, Jon had tried not to get 
too pissed-off about the things he heard or read. If the band hadn't learned anything else from all the bullshit 
surrounding the end of the Jersey tour, they had learned not to believe everything that was reported in the 
press. It had caused a fuckin’ world of shit to go south between them then And that was before every Tom, 
Dick, and Harry - mostly Dicks, in Jon's opinion - started reporting the same fucked-up bullshit 983 different 
times the way they did now. 


Richie knew the drill, too. That was why Jon had been so surprised one morning during the tour when he 


opened his email and saw a message from Richie in his inbox. He laughed out loud when he read: 

SUBJECT: CEO Seeks New Bitch 

He had only laughed harder when he opened up the message and saw (in all caps): 

HIRE THE EDGE, MUTHERFUCKER! 

Later that morning, Matt had shown Jon a report from some tabloid and asked him if it was true that Richie 
had sent him a three-word email telling him to hire The Edge. Jon shook his head and told Matt he should 
know better than to believe anything they wrote on the web. Those guys (or their "sources") not only couldn't 
research for shit; but, apparently, the only way they could count to ZI was if they used both hands, both 
feet, and their dicks. Dumb asses. 


It was a four-word email. 


And people said he rewrote history. 


Long Way from Home 
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You want to scream and shout out loud 
When you sit up they knock you down 
Youre a long way from home, uh-huh, 


But youre never alone, yeah 


"Sonovabitch!" Jon swore and resisted the temptation to throw his phone across the cabin just so he could 


watch with great satisfaction as it splintered into a million tiny pieces. Would this night never end? 


Bergman wanted to capture some stills during the video shoot that was scheduled for the next day and he had 
called the house to ask what time he should be there. That would have been fine - if Jon hadn't forgotten to 
tell Dorothea about it. Dorothea had then called Jon, justifiably pissed off because she had to learn through 
the grapevine that the privacy of their home was once again being invaded for publicity purposes and that a 
film crew would be at the house in less than twenty-four hours to shoot a video. He couldn't blame her for 


being angry. He got it. 


But did they really have to spend more than a half-hour going over the same ground again? Holy hell, hadn't 
they had the same conversation enough over the last few decades? Yes, he should have given her a heads-up. 
No, he didn't think that she and the kids were on his payroll or that they should expect to have to rearrange 
their schedules at his every whim. No, he did NOT have to work 24/1/365 to keep his wife and his family up 
in the manner to which they had become accustomed because THEY were accustomed to what HE wanted, not 


what SHE had EVER wanted for herself OR for their family. 
Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, blah... 
| hate my wife! No, not true. | hate my LIFE! 


For the second time that night, Jon asked himself when it all had turned into one big fucked-up battleground. 


He was reasonably certain that there had been a time when they were all chasing the same dream and having 


a blast while they ran after it. 
Once upon a time, not so long ago.. 


But maybe that was just his mind playing tricks, because now it seemed like he spent his days picking his way 
across a minefield, trying to avoid either tripping off another explosion or falling into one of the big fuckin’ 
holes left by his previous missteps. 


The big fuckin’ holes again. Weren't those Jonto’s fault? 


Yep. And Tonto can be your scapegoat for the NFL disaster, too. And the record label fiasco. And your voice being 
shot fo hell. Why not throw in Tico's surgeries and the fans whining about set lists and world hunger while you're at 
it? But before you do, there's this one litte nagging question. Who's in charge of this whole circus - the CEO or his 
(ex) resident bitch? 


"ARRRRGGGGHHHHI" 


Jon cautiously opened his eyes and glanced around the cabin. When he saw that no one was staring at him in 
shock, he rightly assumed that he hadn't just screamed his frustration out loud Relieved, he took yet another 


slow breath to calm himself. 
He'd been doing that a lot tonight. 


Richie was responsible for a lot of it. That was true enough. But Jon also knew that a big part of it was on 
him. He and Richie had shared too many long conversations about the state of the record industry and how 
hamstrung they felt when the label didn't want them to stretch their wings and try different things. How all 
the suits cared about was recording hits and moving product. They had both dreamed of just striking a match 
and setting fire to the whole shebang - starting their own revolution against the industry. 


Instead, they had written and recorded What About Now - hardly a call to arms or a battle cry for change. 


Jon knew that he had rushed the last album, forcing Richie to split his focus between his Bon Jovi gig and 
doing his own thing. But Bon Jovi is his job, right? Wasn't that supposed to come first? 


Sure, if you ignore the small point that the band was supposed to be on an extended break.. 


Jon could see now that he had made a mistake by coercing Richie into doing an album and tour after the 
guitarist had clearly said it was too soon. But who the fuck would have ever believed then that Richie - Richie, 
his loyal, faithful, ever-present shadow, for God's sake - would finally get fed up enough with all the.. okay, 
with him, to throw a Jersey salute over his shoulder as he walked out the door. In the middle of a fucking 


world-wide tour, no less. 


Maybe not in the middle of a tour, but it's not Ike its the first time that he ever grew a pair and left you to 


stew in the mess you had made, is it, Kemo-sabe? Or did you forget all the other times? You usually manage to 
do that, y'know, once he returns and everything gets back to - what was it you called it? A new normal. 


Jon was tired of hearing himself think. 


Yeah, there had been times when Richie had proved that he was done with Jon's bullshit by walking away, or 
threatening to. After the Jersey tour was the big one - but they had ALL walked away from each other that 
day. Jon had thought for sure that his right-hand man was gonna walk after the blow-up they'd had when he 
brought Bobby into the band; but he had managed to talk him out of that one. People might argue that Richie 
hadn't really "walked away" in ‘94, just because he got married, but Jon had his doubts about that. It sure had 
felt like it when he and Des were left working on a song by themselves, while Richie flew 3000 miles to take 
his new girlfriend out on a date. Bastard. 


Go on, get on with your life. Yeah, and HI get on with mine. Broken hearts can't call the cops. Its the perfect 


crime... 


But if Jon was honest with himself - which he apparently couldn't avoid tonight, no matter how hard he tried 
- he would have to admit that the walk-outs usually occurred after he had pushed his luck a little too far or 
had taken advantage of his wingman one time too many. Times when he had forgotten to let Richie know how 
much he really meant to him. Or when Jon had broken one too many of the promises he'd made during some 


of their more intimate conversations. 


That, now that he thought about it, was what had led most often to Richie deciding it would be best if he just 
got the fuck on with his life and let Jon figure out his own without him. Unfortunately, Jon really couldn't 


blame him for reaching that conclusion 
| hate it when he's right. 


His mind drifted back to the last conversation he'd had with Richie before Calgary. One night during the first 
leg they'd had dinner brought up to Jon's suite, where they could get away from "the tour" for a while and 
spend some time just shooting the breeze. Over the course of their conversation, talk had turned to their 
latest solo efforts - Richie's Affermath and Jon's songs for Stand Up Guys - and before Jon knew it, he was 
defending himself for not giving Richie a spot, in any of the shows, to sing some songs from his album. 


Everything went to hell in a handbasket not long after thot.. 


"I didn't promise," Jon said. '! said Id think about it. | said MAYBE we could do some of our solo stuff. But you know 


the crowds.." 


‘NO, Jon. You said that you agreed it was too soon You said you knew that you had cut the time short for my 
promotion but that we could make this work to benefit both of us. We could promote Now, and you could get your 
Stand Up songs out for people to hear, and | could do shit from Aftermath and people who didnt get fo the solo 
ggs would hear it. You said to just think about all the fans who would show up for a band concert, when neither of 


us could reach them on our own! You held it out like some fuckin’ carrot to get me to agree to do the tour. Do I 
look like a fuckin' donkey fo you, Jon? | guess | must, man, because here | sit. Thing is, | havent seen hide nor hair 
of that fuckin' carrot since the day you held it under my nose to get me here. Youre a fuckin’ liar, Jon; and Im 
sick of if. Im sick of the whole fucking game that you play. ALL the fuckin' games you play. That you've played 
with all of us since Day Fuckin ONE!" 


"You wait just a minute, Sambora! | dont play fuckin’ games. | work my ass off day in and day out for this fuckin’ 
band while you guys do whatever the hell you want. If you were 100% committed 1o.." 


‘Committed? Im not COMMITTED? Fuck you, Jon! Just fuck YOU! Ive given my entire goddamn life to this band! To 
YOUR fucking one-man show. You want fo talk about commitment? Seriously? What about that guy that stood 
beside ME on my mother's porch and joined hands with ME and said WE were gonna rule the universe?" 


"And we did! | didnt lie about that | havent lied to you about anything.. 


"Y'know something, Jon? You lie so much fo the press and your bullshit politician friends that you dont even realize 
when youre lying anymore. | feel sorry for you, man You talk a good game about the power of "We" but you 
forgot what that word meant a long, long time ago. Where was the "We" when you told the press that you didn't 
need Sambora, that you could write hit songs without him. Huh, Jonny? Or when you made that overblown self- 
tribute long-form video, named it When WE Were Beautiful, and had the gall fo call it a band biography that would 
fell people the real story of the band? The REAL story, my left nut! What a fuckin load of bullshit - all about 
how hard YOU worked while everybody else was just jacking off in a bar somewhere." 


"Well here lately, in case you haven't noticed, brother, | AM the one who does all the press, and checks the crew, 
and makes sure everybody else gets paid while youre in some bar making me wish Id bought stock in Jack Daniels’ 
or Smirnoff instead! | DONT need you fo write a hit song Ive written a few on my own. in case you hadn't 
noticed that, either. So maybe | don't need you so.. 


‘Really? Because that's not what you said a few nights ago. While | was two fingers deep in your self-centered ass 
And its not what you said in at least ONE of those hit songs you wrote all by yourself. You know the one you 
wrote at that beat-up old piano in Malibu, the one that you fell everybody you wrote for your wife? But that's 
not who you told ME you wrote it for, is it, Jonny? How'd that line go again? Something lke.. and the truth is, 
baby, youre all that | need: That's what you said then, anyway.." 


"Rich, L" 
‘So fell me Jonny. Were you lying then, or are you lying now? Or do you even know anymore?" 
Jon was startled from his reverie by the bump of the aircraft as it hit the tarmac. Probably a good thing. 


Because the conversation hadn't gotten any better. After his question, Richie had picked up his jacket and 
started jerking it on. Jon knew he was leaving and put out a hand to stop him. 


"Richie, wait. l'm .." 


Richie knocked Jon's hand away and reached out to open the door. Standing there in the doorway of the suite 
he turned and said, “Save it, Jon I've had enough of your lies and broken promises to last me two or three 


lifetimes. | don't need any more to add to my collection" 
Then he walked out the door without a backward glance. 


lused fo laugh; but Ive learned fo cry.. for all of my hopes, my heartaches and fears; for the night | just watched 


as you walked out. 


Jon stood and gathered up his things to disembark. He understood where Richie was coming from. He knew that 
he wasn't always what Richie wanted him to be. The hell of it was, Jon didn't know if there was a way he could 
be any different. He was who he was, just like Richie was who he was. When it worked, they were magic. When 
it didn't work, they sucked. Right out loud. And not in a good way. They had both made mistakes at one time or 
another - individually and together. And because of the choices they had made, Jon had always known that 


sooner or later Judgment Day would come. 


| fuckin’ hate it when Im right: 


Digging in the Dirt 
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F were all digging in this dirt, 
Werre all living hand to mouth 
We're all trying to fit in, 
Trying not to chicken out. 


It was late when Jon got home. He wasn't surprised to find his bedroom door tightly closed, a clear sign that 
Dot was still angry and he wasn't welcome in their bed tonight. Jon thought it was a little presumptuous on 
her part. What made her think she was the only one who was pissed off? 


Fuck it 


He walked to his office and dropped his bag on the floor and his body on the big leather sofa. After kicking off 
his loafers and pulling the soft afghan over himself, he laid down on his side. He stared at the moonlight shining 
through the French doors and wondered if he was going to have trouble falling asleep, with the way thoughts 
had been pounding his brain all night. He yawned widely and blinked once or twice. When he opened his eyes 
after the third blink, early morning sunlight had replaced the soft glow of the moon 


He walked into the kitchen to start a pot of coffee. While he was filling the brewer, Dorothea walked in and said 
good morning. Jon thought about asking sarcastically if she would be okay with him going up to their bathroom 
to take a shower but decided it would probably just provoke another argument; and he didn't want to start the 
day off badly. So, instead, he kissed her temple as he walked past her and started for the stairs. 


She caught his hand and tugged him back to her. After placing a quick kiss on his lips, she said, "I'm sorry 
about last night. | was just caught off guard." 


Jon hugged her and said, "I'm sorry, too, babe. | meant to tell you about the shoot; but | just forgot. I'm gonna 


get a shower before the circus comes to town, ok?" 
Dot nodded and he kissed her again before heading off to the shower. 


The video they were filming later that day was an idea he and Paul had come up with in response to the 
backlash they had received over When We Were Beautiful It seemed that a lot of people had been unhappy 
with the film's portrayal of Jon as leader of the band and CEO of BUM. It hit him wrong one day, when Matt 
told him that it still came up regularly on the message boards he monitored and said it reflected poorly on the 
band's image. He told Jon that most of the fans pointed to the video as indicative of how Bon Jovi had sold out; 
and how it was no longer a band but a brand Matt also voiced his concern that most of the fans had been 


convinced by that video, if they hadn't been convinced before, that all Jon cared about was power and money. 


The more Matt talked, the hotter Jon got. Finally, he shouted, "FINE! Next time we'll give them Andy Fuckin’ 
Griffith!! Paul can you whistle?" 


Paul grinned and started whistling the theme to The Andy Griffith Show, completely destroying Jon's anger. He 
tried hard to keep a straight face; but he started grinning in spite of himself. 


"Smart-ass!" he said just before he dissolved into the laughter. Matt started laughing, too; more at the way 
Jon was trying so hard to stay mad - and failing miserably - than anything else. Eventually, Paul had to stop 
whistling because he couldn't keep his lips pursed and laugh at the same time. If nothing else, it served to 
break the tension that had been growing in the room. And that had been Paul's goal; because he knew as well 
as anybody when Jon ain't happy, ain't nobody gonna be happy. 


After the three of them had finally settled down, Paul said to Jon, "You know, boss, it might not be a bad idea 
to show your more human side. Like, y'know, with Dot and the kids. Out at a Special Olympics event, or doing a 
casual meet and greet with some fans." 


They tossed around some ideas and Jon promptly forgot the conversation. Then a couple weeks ago, Paul had 
called to ask if he had been serious about a video to accompany the new album when it came out. Jon hadn't 
been sure at that point, but they decided to get some film done, just in case. They could see which way the 
wind blew as the release date drew closer. Still considering the idea of presenting Jon's softer side, Paul had 

suggested that they shoot some scenes of him at home, interacting with his family. 


Since Romeo was the youngest of the Bongiovi offspring, it was decided that they would get some footage of 
Jon spending some time with him. Jon had told them he was okay with it, but he'd have to run it past 
Dorothea because they had decided years before to keep their children out of the business as much as 
possible. They hoped to provide as much normalcy as they could while the kids were growing up. It had worked 


out well, so far, with only a few exceptions; so, he wasn't too surprised when Dot went along with the idea. 


With the video shoot slipping up on them like it had, however, he hadn't had a chance to check in with Romeo 
yet, to see how he felt about it. That was something he'd have to take care of before the film crew arrived. 
Or Dot would have his ass on a platter - and rightfully so. 


After his shower, Jon dressed and went back to the kitchen for a much-needed hit of caffeine. He asked 
Dorothea if Romy was up yet and she said she thought he had gone down to the river. Taking his coffee with 


him, Jon went for a stroll in that direction in lieu of his usual morning run. He found his son on the boat dock. 


He walked to the end of the dock and sat down. Romeo glanced up from his tablet and Jon said, "Hey Sport! 
How's it going?" 


"Okay," Romeo shrugged, eyes going back to the game he was playing. 

"Whatcha doin'?" 

"Video game," Romeo said, fingers flying across the touch-screen. "Wanna play?" 

"Sure," Jon said. "Maybe later, though. How long before you get to a good stopping place?" 
"Dunno. Depends on how good | am," Romeo said, shooting a quick grin at his dad. 

"Oh. Okay, then," Jon said, pretending to be serious. "| guess that won't take too long then, huh?" 


Romeo turned stunned eyes to his father and said, "What do you mean, ‘that won't take too long’? l'im pretty 
good at this, y'kn.. " 


His reaction was interrupted by the alert notifying him he had been defeated. Turning accusatory eyes on Jon, 


he pouted, "Dang itll You made me mess up. Thanks a lot, Dad! Now l'm gonna have to start all over!" 


Jon laughed while he apologized. "I'm sorry, son. | didn't mean to mess your game up. Really, | didn’t. You really 


have to start over from the beginning?" 
"Yes," Romeo said, still pouting. Before his fingers could start scribbling again, Jon spoke up. 
"Hey wait a sec, ok? | want to talk to you before you start again, so | won't mess it up by interrupting." 


Romeo sighed, a little impatiently, but didn't want to make his father angry. He didn't get to hang around too 
much; so, the young boy didn't want to waste the time with either of them being mad. 


"Whatcha wanna talk about?" he asked. "Am | in trouble?" 
"No... | mean, | don't think so," Jon said. "Is there some reason you should be?" 


Romeo shook his head and said, "I don't think so, but you just never know. | never know I'm in trouble “til 


somebody starts yelling. Well, mos' the time anyway.’ 


Jon made a mental note to check with Dot to see if there was some reason that Romeo had asked the 


question. Then he said, "Yeah, | know how that goes, believe me. That's kind of what | wanted to talk you about." 


When his son lifted questioning eyes, Jon continued, "Last night your mom was pretty mad at me because | 
forgot to tell you guys something and ask for your help until it was almost too late." 


Romeo asked, "You need our help, like. MY help?" 
Jon grinned and nodded. "Sure do, buddy. Think you can give me a little time today?" 
Romeo grinned, suddenly feeling very important 

"Heck, yeah! Whatcha need me to do?" 


"Well, you remember the video we made a few years back called When We Were BeautifuP You know, the band 


documentary.” 
"The black and white one?" Romeo asked. 
"Yeah," Jon said. "That's the one." 


"Yeah | remember it. Sorta. It was kinda dark. ‘Course, | was just a little kid when you made it and we haven't 
watched it that much. | just remember it was all black and white and kinda gray. It was kinda sad, too. Y'know, 


the way you were always working. And there wasn't much in it about Tico and Davey and Uncle Mookie." 
"You thought it was sad?" Jon asked, surprised. 


"Yeah. | mean you were tired-looking and hardly ever smiled. And you talked on the phone a lot. Even Davey and 
Uncle Mookie didn't laugh much in it like they usually do. When they were in it. Mos' the time it was just you, 
though." Romeo paused, then said, "So is this one gonna be happier? Is that why you need my help - to help 


you make it funny?" 


„you made that overblown self-tribute long-form video, named it When WE Were Beautiful, and had the gall to 
call it a band biography.. all about how hard you worked while everybody else was just jacking off in a bar 


somewhere. 
Jon almost didn't hear the question over the memory of Richie's words echoing in his brain. 


Son of a bitch! You were gonna make the same fuckin’ mistake all over again, you big dumb fuck! Second verse, 


same as the first Dont you ever learn? 


"Oh, | think you already helped out with that, Romy. Without even realizing it. You're pretty sharp. You know 
that?" 


Jon watched his son's eyes light up before Romeo said, "I did?? What did | do?" 


"You just helped me figure out what was wrong with the other video, so we don't make the same mistakes we 


did then. So, what else do you think it needs, besides being funny." 


There was zero hesitation before Romeo replied, "More Uncle Mookie." Then he looked away quickly, but not 
before Jon saw the disappointment as his face fell. "But | guess that won't happen, will it?" 


Romeo sighed. "| guess maybe just more of all of ‘em, y'know, with you guys doing stuff together, instead of it 
always being you and always being about work | remember when | was a little kid | used to always want to go 
with you; because whenever we watched videos and stuff, you guys all seemed be laughing and joking and 
playing songs together - not like on stage, but just you know.. what's that word Uncle Mookie used to always 
call it? Somethin’ like jelly...” 


Jon chuckled as he looked down at his hands and blinked away sudden tears. "Jammin." 
"Yeah, he was always talking about jammin." 


Romeo sat quietly for a long moment, then asked hesitantly, "Dad, can | tell you somethin’? And you won't get 


mad?" 


Hearing a hitch in Romeo's voice, Jon looked at him quickly and was surprised to see his big eyes swimming in 


tears. 


"What is it, buddy? | won't be mad. You don't ever have to worry about telling me stuff thats important to 
you. I'll never be mad about that." 


Romeo sniffed and asked, "And you won't think l'm a big baby?" He swiped a hand across his face, just a half- 


second too late to catch a tear before it fell. 
Jon shook his head and said, "Tell me, Romy. What's going on, little man?" 


The tears fell faster and Romeo stuttered a couple times before he finally blurted out, "I - I. | miss him. I'm 
sorry, Daddy. | know he hurt your feelings and made you mad and all that stuff, but | really miss getting to 
see Uncle Mookie. Cause he never comes here anymore. He didn't even call us at Christmas and he ALWAYS did 
that, | mean, if he wasn’t HERE, he always did that. And he never made me feel like a stupid little kid or like | 


wasn't just as important as Jesse and Stephie and Jake and..." 
Jon's heart broke as he watched his little boy crumble. Goddammit, Sambora! You mutherfuckin' bastard! 


He gathered him up in his arms, stroking his back and brushing his fingers through Romeo's hair until the 


sobs quieted. When the storm passed and Romeo pulled away, embarrassed, Jon asked, "Feel better, now?" 


Romeo kept his eyes down, but nodded 

"Can you look at me, son?" 

Jon watched as Romeo shook his head. Then the penny dropped and Jon rolled his eyes. 
OF course, he can't look at you, dpshit He's eleven And big boys arent supposed to cry 


"Well, that's good, | guess. ‘Cause, y'know, | wouldn't want you to see me cryin or somethin." Jon said, just 


managing to avert his gaze before Romeo lifted his own. 
"You're cryin’, too?" his son asked in disbelief. 


Jon kept his face turned to the side as he nodded so Romeo wouldn't see that there weren't actually any 


tears. 

But then he nearly lost it, for real, when Romeo struggled to overcome his own embarrassment and scooted 
closer. He reached up to put his arm across his dad's shoulder and feathered his fingers through Jon's hair, 
mimicking the way Jon had just comforted him. 

Its okay to cry, Daddy. | don't want you to be sad; but it's okay if you want to." 

Jon nodded and swiped his eyes with a thumb, continuing the charade a little longer to make sure Romeo was 
feeling less awkward about his meltdown But it backfired when Romeo asked, with a note of alarm, "You're not 
crying because of what | said, are you? ‘Cause it's not.. | mean, | don't love Uncle Mookie MORE than you or 


anything. | just..." 


Jon huffed out a laugh over a short sob, shaking his head. He turned back to look directly into his son's eyes 
and said, "God, | love you. You know that, right?" 


Romeo nodded and said, "Uh-huh." 


Then cocking his head to the side, with the same appraising gaze his father had when he was considering 


something, Romeo said, "And you love Uncle Mookie, too, don't you? You miss him as much as we do, | bet" 


While he nodded in response, Jon wondered just how many more times this brilliant son of his was going to 


astound him before the day was over. 
"So why don'cha fix it?" 


"What do you mean?" 


"Why dorcha just call him and ask him to come over? Tell him we all miss him. | bet he'd come. He useta come 
whenever you called him. And | bet the only reason he doesn't come over now is because he thinks you're 


mad, or we don't like him anymore, or somethin’ stupid like that" 


Jon sighed as he tried to think of how he could explain the complicated relationship he had with Richie in terms 
that an eleven-year-old could understand. 


Shit! Good luck with that! Jon snorted to himself. Hell me and "Uncle Mookie" dont even have a handle on that 
yet; and weve been tryin’ to figure it out for over thirty years! 


Finally, he said, "Son, it's just not that easy. There's business involved. And when friendship and business get 
mixed up Together, it's not always that simple." 


Romeo thought about what his dad said for a moment or two. Then he looked up at Jon and said, "Okay. | get 
it. But you ‘member when | was a little kid, and me and Jake used to fight over toys and stuff." 


Stifling the grin that he felt coming on whenever Romeo talked about being a little kid, like it was ancient 


history instead of just a couple years back, Jon managed to look serious as he nodded. 


"Well," his wise son continued, "you ‘member how you and mom useta make us ‘pologize and make up with each 
other before we could play together again, cuz if we couldn't play together nicely then we couldn't play 
together at all?" 


Jon nodded again. This time, though, he didn't have to force a serious expression On the contrary, he had to 
blink several times to keep his eyes from tearing up again, as his mind jumped ahead to where Romeo was 
leading him. 

"So why don't you call Uncle Mookie and tell him you're sorry. Then maybe he'll say he's sorry, too. Then you 
can kiss and make up and everything will be okay again, right? | mean, you said things aren't ALWAYS that 
simple. But doesn't that mean that at least SOMETIMES they can be? Simple, | mean?" 

Wrapping his arms around Romeo once more, Jon pulled him into a tight hug, partly because he was so damn 
proud of the little man his son was turning out to be, and partly because he didn't want the boy to see the 
tears falling at the overwhelming simplicity of the child's obvious answer. 


Before Romeo could start squirming to get out of the hug, Jon let him go and ruffled his hair. 


"You really are a pretty smart kid, y'know? | mean, for a kid and all.. How'd a kid like you get to be so smart, 
huh?" 


Romeo grinned up at him and shrugged, "I take after my mom, | guess." 


"Yeah, yeah, yeah." Jon said with a mock glare, then looked away and pretended to grumble under his breath, "| 


said smart, not smart-ass, ya little smart ass." 
Then he looked back at Romeo and grinned, "You get that from your mom, too." 


Romeo cocked his head to one side again and looked up out of the corner of his eye and said, "Nah, l'm pretty 
sure | get that from my dad's side of the family." 


When Jon laughed and ruffled his hair again, Romeo grinned. Then, ready to move on, he picked up his tablet 
again and started tapping the screen. 


Feeling thoroughly dismissed, Jon got up and started walking towards the house. He needed to see if the film 
crew had arrived yet and if they had all they needed, and then he needed to check in with Bergman to see if 
he was set. Then he had to tell them about the epiphany he'd had because of Romeo's critique of the last 


video. 
How the FUCK do | manage to breathe sometimes? | mean, seriously. What a fuckin’ dope! 


It wasn't the CEO that bothered everybody. It was that it was JUST the CEO. People didn't want to see a 
"softer side" to Jon Bon Jovi. They wanted to see the BAND - being involved, playing music, playing around, 
playing... just playing together, dammit! They wanted to see more than him. They want to see him, sure. But 
they want to see Teek and Dave and, hell, it wouldn't hurt to include Hugh.. and Richie. 


Oh, hell yeah If | have to go to Hollyweird myself, and personally drag that fuckers ass back here, its going to 
include "Uncle Mookie"! 


It had to. There was just no getting around it. His latest (and youngest) film critic had just implied that the 
video would not be complete without Richie Fuckin’ Sambora, Jon's right-hand man, his partner, his brother, 


the Master of Disaster, the one and only champion of the world.. 


In the clarity of that moment, Jon knew that he didn't care anymore what it cost him. There were just some 


things in life that were worth whatever price had to be paid. 


After catching up with Bergman and the crew, Jon decided he should probably check his email. Then make a 


few phone calls. One call, in particular, he now knew for a fact was long past overdue. 


Judgment Day 
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Life doesnt wait, dont hesitate 
Don't lose your faith; its Judgment Day. 
They're calling you out, uh-huh, 


Im calling you now 


"Hello? Jonny? What the fuck.. How ya’ doin’, man? Is everything okay? Kids alright? Dottie?..” 


Like sunshine peeking through a break in the clouds, Jon's smile grew as it crept across his face. Sea blue eyes 
danced as he listened to the comforting sound of his favorite of all musical instruments - the unexpectedly 
friendly voice of his best friend. Doubts faded into the background while he tapped the pen he was holding 
against his thigh, waiting for a break in the litany of questions. Richie was firing them one after another, 


without allowing so much as a grace-note of rest in between for Jon to respond. 
But that was okay with Jon; he was just enjoying the sound of Richie's voice after such a long silence. 


And speaking of silence.. Jon realized the music had finally paused, briefly, followed by a hesitant near-whisper, 
"Hey, Jonny, ya still there, man?" 


The slight hint of anxiety in Richie's voice eased Jon's own nerves. The sunny smile grew brighter as he blinked 
away the mist gathering in his eyes to say, "Yeah, I'm still here, you dumb stupid muther. l'm just waitin’ for 


you to run outta breath long enough so maybe | can get a word in edgewise, y’know.." 


He grinned and then started laughing, as Richie immediately started giving him hell for being such a smart-ass, 
cause fuck yeah, he had a lot of questions, because it hadn't been but three fuckin’ years since he'd left a 
message for Jon to call him back when he got a chance and excuse the hell outta him for being a little 


surprised when after all this time out of the fuckin’ blue his phone rings and there Jon was on the other side 


of the continent.. 


Jon relaxed back in his chair and let the music play on. Some things will never fuckin’ change.. 


"Hey, Jonny, ya still there, man?" 


Yeah, Im stil here.. just waitin’ for you.. 


On Judgement Day 
You walk through the fire 
Nowhere to run and no one to blame 
Winners and losers, sinners and users, 
Weil all have to pay 
On Judgement Day 


